A    TALE    OF    A    GLOVE

" He's found it," she said, " ay, he's got the
glove again. Ye see what put him on the
wrang scent was a notion 'at I had put it some
gait. He kent 'at if she'd hod it, the kitchen
maun be the place, but he thocht she'd
gi'en it to me to hod. He came upon't by
accident. It was aneath the paddin1 o' her
chair."

Here, I thought, was the end of the glove
incident, but I was mistaken. There were no
presses or drawers with locks in the house, and
Jess got hold of the glove again. I suppose
she had reasoned out no line of action. She
merely hated the thought that Jamie should
have a woman's glove in his possession.

" She beats a' wi* 'cuteness," Leeby said to
me. " Jamie didna put the glove back in his
pouch. Ka, he kens her ower weel by this
time. She was up, though, lang afore he was
wauken, an* she gaed almost strecht to the
place whaur he had hod it, I believe she lay
waukin a' nicht thinkia* oot whaur it would
be* Ay, it was aneath the mattress. I saw
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